His meal-sack hanging by.
Were 1 that bunyan tree, were I that tree
At noon-tide he would have rested on me.
How when 1 touched his body with my leaves
And screened him from the scorching heat
Would he have slept on my bosom that heaves.
Were I that bunyan tree, how meet, how meet !
Dusk
The ruddy glow of the setting sun runs before
The fast-enveloping shadows of night
Ths eager cattle cry for young one's sight
And rush homewards. Hear the cowherd's roar!
I ses the dust-clouds raging high
By the stirring cattle and calmly sigh.
Look ! Where the cowherd runs,
Were I an atom of that dust he treads,
Were ! that particle once,
0 still would have stuck to his feet,
Ever kissing them-be they on grass-beds
Or in muddy waters, or on a silken-sheet.
Soft! I hear the magic notes
Of his flute; borne on zephyr's wings
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